the generalities concerning love, art and society that it was possible for
a man and a woman to exchange, when they have really nothing to say
to each other and are separated by more than half a century in age.

Jean-Noel knew that the moment would come when the question of
more definite endearments would arise.

The Salvimonte was like that Princesse de Metternich who, when
asked at what age a woman ceased to be tormented by the flesh, replied:
"I don't know, I'm only sixty-five."

When they were together in the car the old woman had a way of
setting herself against Jean-Noel, making contact with her arthritic leg
and her garter that left the young man in no doubt, and terrified
him.

But he hoped that, in spite of these little advances, there existed a
modesty in old age comparable to the shyness of early adolescence.

"But really, caro" she went on, "what are you waiting for? You've
been seeing me continuously for the last fortnight. At first it was only
because of the money. But now I realize that you can no longer do
without me. So what are you waiting for, darling? Do I have to en-
courage you? You should avail yourself of me while I'm still a desirable
woman! I've not all that much time left, alas! I have here, here," she
went on, beating her withered breasts, "treasures of youth that no
man has understood!"

"I've played my part too well," Jean-Noel thought. "But I don't
see how I could have done less if she was to forget the two hundred
and fifty thousand francs."

Concerned at what attitude to adopt now, he did not realize the
painful state of hope that a fortnight of his company had aroused in
the old woman,

"Dearest Lydia, I have the very greatest affection for you. But you
know very well I don't like women. I like men," he said, hypocritically,
lowering his head and tracing vague lines on the gravel of the avenue
with the point of his shoe.

"But it's not true, darling!" she cried. "You had the Sandoval, and
then the Rocapolli in Venice, so I've been told."

"Yes, precisely, and they were unhappy experiences."

"But only because you happened to fall in with impossible creatures,
poveretto. One's lame and the other's an ape! And they're young
women who think of no one but themselves. But I guarantee I shall
convert you. I have both intuition and experience in love."

They were at the edge of the basin. Two dragonflies were coupling
on a water-lily leaf.

"Look at them!" said the Salvimonte, her voice hoarse.

"She's crazy and mad!" thought Jean-Noel.

He turned his eyes from the dragonflies to the old Duchesse.

She was hideous and pathetic.   The blood had mounted to her
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